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Bill 


_Disclaimer_ | own no-one mentioned in this story. It was all in my sick twisted imagination. Don't sue! 


Constructive Criticism more than welcome! Please review!~ 


Axl awoke shivering and sweaty. He had had one of those dreams again. He shook his head trying to rid himself 
of the vision of his stepfather's face, looming large and terrible, over him as his young hands tried in vain to 


ward him off. 


The dreams were always the same with very little variation in the length or detail. He would be lying on his 
bed, eyes half closed, drifting into that state of bliss that music always sent him into, when a loud bang jerked 


him out of his mental utopia 


He was in some deep shit. He wasn't allowed to listen to rock r' roll and he knew it. Even worse the cover of 


the aloum featured a very provocative woman across the front. 


His father screamed at him, his hot breath against Bill's (this was still when he was Bill, before his 
transformation to Axl Rose) face. He shoved Bill down against the bed and took off his belt. The blows that Bill 


had expected never came. Instead, his stepfather played with the button of his jeans and said in a voice that 


he used to calm down Bill's mother, 


"You've grown into such a handsome young man William. What are you now, 13?" He didn't wait for an answer 
and Bill flinched at the use of his full name. "Your mother and | don't know what to do with you. You know that 


this the devil's music." 


And with that he launched himself at Bill, tearing at his pants and shirt. Flipping him over callously and he ran 
his hands down his quivering back. 


"Shh, pretty boy. Don't squirm it'll make it worse." 


He lay stock still at that, his breath shallow not knowing what to expect until the sudden burning pain that 
ripped through him. He cried out, but a large hand clamped down over his mouth stifling the scream, nearly 


suffocating him. 


"Keep your goddamn mouth shut," his father hissed in his ear, "you wouldn't want your mother to find you like 
this." He emphasized the last statement by slamming into him. 


It hurt so badly. Bill could feel himself tearing on the inside, feel the tears flow down his cheeks, feel the 
burning humiliation rise and over-take his body. After what seemed like hours of sobbing and whimpering a 


sticky heat filled him and it was over. As suddenly as it hard started, it had stopped. 


It was always at this point when Axl awoke, near tears, only to find himself next to the one man he had ever 


let touch him with that intimacy ever again Slash. 


